Twelve patients can be treated at a time. Eleven have come, had the spots to be treated marked, and gone to take their places. Twelve nurses have entered, donned their linen overalls, and the dark glasses which preserve their eyes from the intense light necessary for the cure of lupus. One nurse is still free; one middle-aged woman is still sitting in the preparation-room, but she has let her sewing drop, and is looking eagerly at the sister. " Yes," says the latter, after waiting for a little, " we can take you." Then she explains to the visitor that this poor soul has already had her seance for the day, but hers is a very bad case, and so she waits in the hope that, as sometimes happens, a patient may fail to come, and she may have another. This has happened to-day, and she goes eagerly to take the vacant place. She 
